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Bring! Bring! Bring!

It’s 7 a.m. and I’ve just started my shift at the Zombie Apocalypse Call Center, run by Zombii Co.

“H-hello?”

“Hello, this is Sam with Zombii Co. May I ask who I’m speaking with please?”

On the screen I just see one name, but you always have to confirm who is calling. We get prank calls sometimes, and other times people just try to take advantage of our support.

“This is Gerald. I, uh, I want to confirm that I have the latest Zombii Co. upgrades.” I imagine Gerald has darting blue eyes and wavy brown hair. He sounds like he’s in his mid-thirties.

“Sure, Gerald. Before we do that, I need your account number please?”

“Uh, 53001121.”

“Thank you, sir. What version number do you have for the Zombie Apocalypse prep kit?”

“It’s version 19.”

“Ok. That’s the Silver Package. With that you should get 2 days of supplies and 5 days of emergency rations, plus our Zombii Spray, the shotgun and the glock, and 3 extra clips of ammo. Oh, and 5 support tickets.”

“S-so I don’t have the latest version? I need the latest version.” He sounds stressed, which isn’t all that unusual with our customers. Most of them are waiting for the Zombie Apocalypse to happen, are sure that it will happen, any day now. 

“No, sir. The latest version is the Platinum version. With it you get unlimited support tickets, our patented Zombii Bazooka, plus the AR-17, AK-47 and 10 boxes of ammo, and of course all the other weapons I mentioned. And you get 10 cases of our Zombii Spray,” I rattle this information off matter of factly. 

“How much is THAT?” His voice rises on that last word. He’s moving from stress to aggravation.

“Platinum membership is $5,000.00 a year. You do get ammo each year with this plan.” I say this calmly, trying to soothe him.

“That’s a fucking ripoff! Do you know how much I pay for the Silver Plan?” Now he’s angry, acting entitled. These customers, I swear they think they should be given the royal treatment for how much they pay. They think they can treat us like shit because of how much they pay for support. What they never ask is how much I’m paid to deal with their anger, frustration, and overall bad attitudes. The answer is not enough, not nearly enough, to deal with their insanity.

“Sir, I’m just telling you what the plan costs. Please remember what you’re really buying is peace of mind for when the inevitable Zombie Apocalypse comes. And the Platinum Plan does come with our warranty where we’ll replace any malfunctioning equipment free of charge.” I put a little iron into my voice, my subtle way of saying back down with that anger.

“And what happens when your equipment malfunctions during the Zombie apocalypse, hunh? What happens then? Will your fancy warranty save my ass when they’re about to chow down on me?”

“Sir, we’ll certainly do the best we can to honor the warranty during such an event. In fact we’re fully stocked and loaded with drones that can take ammo anywhere in the world, including your location. And the Platinum tickets get top priority in the case of such an event.” What I don’t tell him is we actually don’t have drones. Why invest in something you don’t need? Sure, we sell people on the idea of the Zombie Apocalypse, but as I’ve learned since I started working here, no one really believes it. 

“Sounds nice in theory, but you know the ammo I got with the silver package didn’t work. I tried it out as soon as I got it and the ammo was blanks. What guarantee do I have that you’re really providing live ammo?” 

“Sir, have you gone to a gun range and verified that the ammo are blanks? If you take your guns to a gun range and load the ammo that comes with it, you’ll see that it works. However, I recommend holding onto that ammo for when the Zombie Apocalypse happens.” 

“I took it to the gun range and fired some of the ammo and I’m telling you what I shot were blanks. It wasn’t live ammo, like it’s supposed to be!”

I can see he’s going to fight me all the way on this, so I make the smart choice and try to defuse the situation.

“Gerald, I’m willing to refund you or replace the ammo that isn’t live, provided you can show us proof that the ammo provided were blanks. Can you do that for me?”

“Uhm. No. Never mind.”

“Ok. Can I help you with anything else?”

“Can I do the Platinum Support Plan on a payment plan?”

“Yes, you can sir. We do charge 3% interest on the payments, but I’d be happy to put you on the Platinum Plan. As I said before, you’ll get the warranty, the drones, medical assistance and a bunch of other perks which will prove invaluable to helping you survive the Zombie Apocalypse.

“Uh alright. I guess I’ll upgrade to the Platinum Program. I want to be prepared as quickly as possible. How long will it take for everything to ship to me?”

“We’ll overnight it so you have it the next morning, and of course you’ll get all the upgrades once I’ve switched you to Platinum status.”

“And if Zombies attack me, the drones will deliver ammo and guns and anything else I need?”

“Yes, sir. The drones are standing by, ready to go, if the Zombie Apocalypse happens.”

“Ok. I guess I better do it, just in case something happens.”

I collect Gerald’s payment information and upgrade his status from Silver to Platinum and mark the shipping for overnight.

“Gerald, is there anything else I can help you with?” My stomach rumbles and I hope I can get this guy off the phone so I can go on break and snag a snack from the vending area.

“No, that will be all.”

“Alright, Gerald. You have a fantastic day and thank you for calling Zombii Co, where we’ll prepare you for the inevitable Zombie Apocalypse.”

He hangs up and I put myself into a status of scheduled break. My cubemate Chaz is in wrap status typing up notes. He pauses and swivels his chair toward me.

“That call sounded brutal, but it looks like you got a lead,” He says.

“Yeah, I did. I talked him into a Platinum upgrade. Sucker.”

Chaz chuckles and then says, “There’s one born every minute, until the Zombie Apocalypse happens.”

He swivels back to his notes, and I grab my smart phone and head to break. 

The Zombie Apocalypse Call Center is a five-story building, and I’m on the fourth floor. All support analysts, chat or phone, are located on the top two floors. Floor one is a warehouse that stores the ammo and guns, complete with a shooting range that customers or staff can use. The second floor is where the gun smith lives, and the third floor is where you’ll find the programmers. One of the running jokes of the place is that the higher you are in the building, the lower your status is on the corporate wall board. Every one of us is encouraged to use the gun range because we need to know how the guns work and how to take them apart and clean them. In the case of the support analysts, we’re expected to be able to walk people through the process, which is what most of my calls consist of.

I walk past a couple rows of cubicles where other analysts are laboring away on calls. I catch a glimpse of Ember, one of the other analysts. She’s got curly brunette hair and dark eyes that seem to see right through me. She catches a glimpse of me and waves a hand. I nod back, drinking her in with my eyes. We’ve said hello occasionally, but I haven’t talked with her further because we’re co-workers. I know she’s into at least a couple of things I’m into because she once commented on a video game shirt I was wearing and mentioned she liked playing it. She’s also told me she wants to be a mortician, which is oddly appropriate for this job. I keep going, not wanting to let my interest show any further.

I reach the stairs and climb up them to the fifth floor, which has a quiet lunch area with windows and chairs. I always come here to eat and read when I’m on lunch. No one else is here, and even if they are, we don’t disturb each other. An unspoken rule in the call center is you don’t bother someone on break if they want alone time. We deal with enough people all day long.

I pull out a book and start reading. I’m something of an anomaly at the call center. Most people, when on their breaks, are glued to their phones or gaming systems. I like playing games, but I also enjoy reading and since I already spend a lot of time on a screen, sometimes all I really want is to read. I start digging into one of the books in the Outlander series while munching on my apple. My cell phone buzzes a few moments later. It’s my mom, which is a surprise because she usually never calls. We don’t live together and I see her infrequently. She never leaves her home, except to go to work, and she’s very twitchy about having anyone over because she’s worried they’ll get her sick, or something else will happen.

“Hey mom, what’s up?”

“Sam, are you at work?”

“Yeah, why?”

“That’s probably the best place for you to be right now. Check the news when you get a chance, and don’t come home unless you absolutely have to.”

“Uhm, okay. Can’t you tell me what’s going on?” I ask. Mom’s a little weird sometimes, and this is one of those times.

“All I know is people are randomly attacking each other. I’m about to put the house on lockdown. I’ll see you when the crisis is over. I tried calling your sister, but I wasn’t able to reach her.”

“I saw Alisha at the convenience store this morning. Everything seemed fine when I saw her.”

“I’m telling you it’s not fine now. I’ll try and reach her again, or maybe you can.”

She hangs up before I can say anything else. When she tells me she’s putting the house on lockdown, it means she’s barring the doors and windows and loading her guns. And if anyone tries to get in, watch out, because she’ll shoot first and ask questions later. She has these lockdown episodes every so often, which is one of the reasons neither Alisha nor I live with her. We live in an apartment together while we’re going to school, because we realized early on it was easier to raise ourselves instead of relying upon Mom.

I sigh and then dig into the rest of my lunch. She’s being paranoid again. I’m sure everything is fine. I momentarily debate calling Alisha or texting her, but I don’t want to get her in trouble at her work. Maybe I’ll check in later.

When my lunch break wraps up I head back down to my cubicle and login to my computer. I’m really surprised because our call queue has gone up to 50 calls with two and a half hour waits. We usually get a consistent stream of calls, but I’ve never seen our queue swell up that high.

Ben, my manager, comes over and says, “I’ve been looking for you! Where have you been?” Ben’s wearing a solid blue business shirt, and black slacks. His dark hair is slicked back and his green eyes are looking panicked and frantic.

“I was on lunch break, Ben. I was about to log back in. What’s the deal with the queue?”

“I don’t know. It just suddenly exploded. People are calling in claiming zombies are attacking them and they want our help. Get on the phone and let’s get this queue down.”

“Ok.”

I take my status off lunch and put it back into ready. Immediately the system dials a phone number. I wait for someone on the other line to pick up the phone, but all I get is a voice mail recording.

“This is Roger. Please leave a message.” 

“Hey, Roger. This is Sam from Zombii Co. I’m so sorry I missed you, but please give us a call back when you can and someone will be happy to help you.”

The system hangs up and it’s onto the next call. In the first few minutes, I just get voicemails. It’s probably because these people have moved onto other things or we missed them. I’m sure we’ll hear back from them soon enough.

Then I get a live call.

“Hello, this is Sam with Zombii Co. May I ask who I’m speaking with please?”

“Jenny. Account number 53004820.”

I punch Jenny’s account number in and it pulls up all of her information. She’s got a Gold Plan and this is her first ticket.

“How can I help you today, Jenny?”

Jenny takes a deep breath and says, “How can you help me today? Well first I want my money back because everything you provided didn’t work, and now a zombie has bitten me. And then I want you to get me to a hospital and get this bite treated.”

At first I’m wondering if she’s pranking us, because there are no such things as zombies. But she sounds pissed and hurt.

“Ma’am, it’s against our policy to offer refunds. We’re happy to replace defective equipment, or I can walk you through how to fix it, but that’s all I can do. And I can’t call a hospital for you. You’ll need to dial 911 for that.”

“Oh, you’re fucking kidding me. Your damn equipment doesn’t work. The Zombii spray didn’t do anything to the zombies. The guns killed a few of those fuckers, but it didn’t do enough to stop them from getting me. And now I’m feeling hot and flushed and I need medical help, and you’re telling me I have to call 911. I thought the whole point of having a Gold Package was that I would get access to emergency services. Isn’t that part of what you promised?”

She’s right. It is part of the Gold Plan, but just as with the drones, there’s nothing actually implemented. We never thought something like this would happen. My mind boggles at the idea of zombies. I want to hang up on her or tell her she’s joking, but she sounds serious. So I do the next best thing to get her off the phone. 

“Jenny I’m putting a call into emergency services for you right now. Hang tight and we’ll get someone there to take care of you.” 

Ben hears this and starts shaking his head no, before I give him the thumbs up sign. 

“Alright, Sam. You should have my address. Send them there. After I get better, I’ll be calling back about that refund.” 

“Ok, Jenny. Hang tight.” I hang up the phone and start updating my notes. 

Ben comes over and hisses at me, “What are you doing telling her you’ll call emergency services. You know we don’t have emergency services.”

“I know sir, but she got the Gold Plan and it is part of the plan, so I’ll call them real quick and get someone to her.”

“We don’t have time for that! You need to take the next call and get this queue down! She’s probably suffering from a delusion.” I look into his green eyes and I see the fear and denial in them. He doesn’t want this, whatever it is, to be true. I can’t blame him for that.

“Ben, I’ll get on the next call after I call emergency services. It’s part of our promise and we don’t want to be held liable.”

That brings Ben up short and he nods at me after nervously gulping. The last thing Zombii Co wants is more liability suits.

I dial 911, and after what seems to take forever, I finally reach someone.

“911. What’s the nature of your emergency?”

“Hi, there. My name’s Sam and I have a customer who’s been injured in their home and needs to be taken to the hospital.”

“What’s the nature of the injury?”

“Uh, she claims she was attacked in her home by someone. She drove them off, but they uh, they bit her.”

“You said they. Was it only one attacker or more than one?”

“So far as I can tell it was more than one. And now she’s burning up with a fever.”

“Ok. I’ll need her name and address and phone number.”

I rattle the information off to the dispatcher. Then she looks at the call in number and says, “Are you pranking me? Because if you are it’s a felony.”

“What do you mean am I pranking you?”

“You’re calling from Zombii Co, right?” 

“Yes.”

“Then are you telling me your customer got attacked by zombies?”

“She said she was.”

“Oh come on! This is a publicity stunt isn’t it? You’re going to be arrested for this. You’re going to be in so much trouble.”

“This isn’t a publicity stunt. My customer really needs help,” I assure her. 

“Un huh. I’m going to set this to low priority because we have people who really do have emergencies. Eventually someone will make their way to Jenny’s location. If I find out you’ve pranked us, I’ll be arresting both you and her. You don’t mess around with emergency services.”

“I’m not trying to mess with emergency services. She really does need your help.”

The dispatcher hangs up the phone on me. I can tell she’s pissed, but even though I don’t know if my customer got attacked by a zombie, I do know she’s hurt and needs help.

Ben says, “So much for keeping us from being liable. Now you’ve opened up another can of worms. You get any more calls like that, you do not call emergency services.”

“Yeah, but it’s something we promised our Gold and Platinum Plan members.”

“It’s only to be used in the event of a real zombie apocalypse, and there is no Zombie Apocalypse happening!” Ben practically shouts this and other people on my team, taking calls, look annoyed because their customers can hear what he yelled. Ben flushes and mutters, “Get back on the damn phones and get the queue down.”

Chaz has just gotten off a call and he says, ‘It’s crazy man. All these people are calling in, wanting ammo, reporting zombies and expecting us to do something about it. I never thought I would see this happen.”

“Me either. It’s got Ben wigged out.”

Chaz snorts, “He’s always wigged out. This just has him more wigged out.”

“Well, I’ve got to get back on the phone. Good luck,” I say.

Right then I feel my smart phone buzz in my pocket. I look and it’s a call from Alisha. I want to take it, to make sure she’s okay, but I look at the queue. I’ll call her later when I’m on break.

I put my headset on and take a deep breath. Fortunately, the next call is a standard one. The customer just wants to know how to clean their guns. They’ve never had guns until now, but they want to be ready for the zombie hoards, and how better to be ready then to know how to clean your gun? I almost breathe a sigh of relief over having a standard call. At least these people aren’t claiming that zombies are attacking them.

I instruct them in how to clean their guns and they’re all set, and it’s on to the next call.

“Hello, this is Sam with Zombii Co. May I have your name and account number please?”

“It’s Gerald, you son of a bitch. Now where is the ammo and guns and the drones? I need that stuff pronto, and I upgraded to Platinum support, so I want it now!”

Gerald, from earlier. I use the age old stalling tactic all customer support analysts use when confronting difficult customers who want a solution right out the gate.

“Gerald, before I can help you I need your account number.”

“53001121.”

“Thank you. Now can you tell me what’s going on?”

Gerald starts laughing hysterically.

“Sir, I need you to calm down and tell me what the situation is.”

“The situation? The situation is fucked, Sam! That’s what the situation is. There are zombies, and all I’ve got is this piddly Silver Support ammo and weapons instead of the Platinum Support you promised me. Now where are the damn drones?”

“In our previous call, Gerald, I told you that we would be overnighting the initial ammo and weaponry. That’s already in the system and everything is being prepared now to be sent to you.”

“Fine, but you also told me there were drones and that the drones would bring me weapons and supplies if I needed them. Well I need them. I need them right now, because the Zombie Apocalypse is here!” Gerald’s voice rises as he says all of this and he practically shouts the last sentence.

I smoothly respond, “OK, sir. Are you fighting zombies right now? Are they outside your door trying to get in?”

Gerald pauses for a moment, then another and sheepishly responds, “No they aren’t.”

“Ok, so your life isn’t in imminent danger is it?”

“No, it isn’t.”

“Alright, well, while you do get drones with the Platinum Plan, they are only deployed if your life is in imminent danger from zombies. Since that isn’t the case, I can’t deploy the drones. But let me assure that you your gun and ammo shipment is going out today and will be on your doorstep tomorrow.” I don’t tell him that we don’t have drones precisely because there are no such things as zombies and as a result his life we’ll never be in danger. 

“Ok, I just want to be prepared. There’s been reports on the news about zombies.”

“I haven’t seen the news, but I can tell you we aren’t getting calls about zombies attacking.” I know I’m lying (maybe) since something happened with Jenny, but he doesn’t know that and I just want to get this call over with and move onto the next one.

“You aren’t getting calls? I guess it’s just some prank then. Thanks, Sam.” Gerald hangs up and I take a deep breath and shake my head.

Jan, one of my other co-workers, has also just gotten off a call and we both share a glance of OMG this is crazy today. Jan is an older woman, in her mid-fifties, and has worked at call centers all her life. It ain’t glamorous work, she’ll be the first to tell you, but it pays the bills. Her long blond hair is pulled up into a bun today.

“What is with these people Sam? It looks like your last call was crazy, too!”

“Yeah, it was. He upgraded to Platinum Support and wanted the drones to be deployed because he heard that people had been attacked by zombies on the news.” 

Jan sighs and says, “Mine claimed to have actually seen zombies. She’s holed up in her house and she’s peeked out and claimed to see the zombies attacking other people. I told her she needed to send me visual proof, but she said her word should be good enough with the amount of money she pays for support. These customers act so entitled!”

“I know, right? Today’s definitely a hell day.”

She nods and turns back to her computer to take the next call.
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I hop back on the phone after talking with Jan and the queue has increased exponentially. It was previously at just over 50 calls, and even though I took a couple calls its continued growing to over 70 calls. I’ve never seen anything like it before, but the fact that so many people are calling in tells me there must be some kind of prank going on. Or maybe people just really need to feel ready for the Zombie Apocalypse.

My next call starts and the caller information populates with the name of Jun. I inwardly groan. This is one of our problem clients.

“Hello this is Sam with Zombii Co. May I ask who I’m speaking with please?” Yes, even when we know who the caller is, we still ask this question because you might get someone else. 

“It is Jun Kazama. I want to speak with your supervisor.” He always calls in and wants to talk to the supervisor. I keep wondering why he stays with us if he has to call in all the time and ask for the supervisor.

“Ok, sir. Can I get your account number first?”

He rattles off a 10 digit number and I pull up his account information. I can see the previous tickets, but I can’t access them.

“Jun, can you tell me what the issue is?”

“No. I need to speak with your supervisor. Why do you people always try to find out what the issue is? If I tell you to get me to the supervisor, then just do it already!” He sounds terse and irritated.

“Sir, I’m required to ask and get whatever pertinent details I can. I can’t just escalate you to my supervisor.”

“Fine. My problem is you and your inability to follow through on my requests. Now transfer me to your supervisor.” He’s going to fight me all the way, so I transfer him to Ben. I bet I’ll get a bad survey from this call, lowering my stats.

With call center work, customers are randomly contacted with a survey which they can fill out. The survey is never about the company, but is always about the actual service provided by me. Those surveys are used to provide stats that we’re measured against. Don’t get enough good scores, and you’re in danger of getting let go. Don’t get enough sales leads, and you’re reprimanded for not trying to sell the customer on more products and services. Management will listen to the recordings of your calls and sometimes watch the recordings of your interactions. You’re always being watched, listened to, and measured in call support work. And they always find a way to find fault with what you’re doing, no matter how hard you try to hit their metrics.

I go back into ready for another call.

“Hello this is Sam with Zo-“

“Help! I’m being attacked by zombies and my shotgun is jammed.” He sounds frantic.

“Sir, can you give me your name and account number? I can’t help you until I have that information.” The key to call control is stay calm and don’t let the customer’s emotions distract you from solving the problem.

“I’m being attacked. I don’t have my account number and I need help now! They’re about to break through the door.”

I hear a thump in the background. Probably just one of his friends playing a hoax, but I play along.

“Sir, take a deep breath. Your account number should be on the butt of the shotgun. Find it for me, and tell me the number and your name.”

The customer snarls at me, “THIS is the support you’re giving me when I’m being attacked? I need YOUR help. RIGHT. NOW. Tell me how to unjam the shotgun so I can fight these things off. Then I’ll provide you my contact information.”

“I can’t do that sir. I need your name and account number, now, before I can help you.” I put some iron in my voice.

“Fuck you. You’re killing me, you asshole. You’re literally killing me because you refuse to help me.” He’s sounding even more frantic and pissed. I’ll get a bad survey for this call for sure.

“Help yourself, sir, and give me the information I requested.” I normally don’t talk that way to customers, but this one is pissing me off. 

“My name is Chad, you asshole, and the account number is 5004591309.”

I hear another thump in the background. I’m busy entering his information, and then he says, “Shit, they’re here.” His voice is almost resigned.

“Chad, I can get you through this. What I need you to do is describe the jamming that’s happening. Is the gun trying to fire when you press the trigger or is it not responding?”

“It’s too late, you fuck. They’re already here. You killed me,” he spits out. Then he hangs up the phone. 

I mark the ticket as close-cancelled. That’ll prevent a survey being sent out so it won’t lower my stats. I take a deep, shaky breath in, wrap up the notes and close the ticket.

The next couple of call backs are no shows. No one picks up, so I leave a message. I’m noticing that other analysts are having the same experience. Then I get another live person.

“Hello, this is Sam with Zombii Co. May I have your name and account number please?”

“Uhm h-hi, Sam. This is Amy. A-account number is 5013458670.

“Thank you, Amy. How can I help you today?”

“Well I’ve seen zombies in the neighborhood and I’ve got my guns out, cleaned and ready. But I don’t know how to kill them, and honestly, I’m feeling queasy at the thought of killing one.”

“Ok, Amy. I’m glad you got your guns cleaned and ready. Do you have your Zombii Spray as well?”

“I do.”

“Ok, the Zombii Spray can be used to repel them.” What I don’t tell her is that Zombii Spray is actually just mosquito spray. It’ll sting a bit, but that’s about it. We used to use pepper spray but then one of our customers actually used it on their partner, and needless to say a lawsuit happened. 

She sounds relieved when she answers, “That’s good to know. So I could just spray the Zombii Spray, and that will keep them away.”

“It’ll help. You’ll still want to use your guns, just in case.”

Is it irresponsible that I told her that? It is, if she actually uses the gun to kill someone, but she’s probably just playing an elaborate fantasy out. And if there really are zombies, well, then she has license to kill.

“I’m going to try the Zombii Spray now. There’s one nearby. Will you stay on the phone with me as I try?”

“Uh, sure! I’ll be happy to do that.”

I’ve never had someone ask me that before, but there’s a first time for everything, I suppose. I hear her walk down stairs and open a door. Then she walks outside and I hear the hiss of the Zombii Spray as she aims it as someone (I’m guessing). I’ve heard through the grapevine that they’ve come up with a new formula for the Zombii Spray that they just released a week ago, but I haven’t gotten any more details. I do know they replaced the Zombii Spray that customers already had for free, which surprised me, and made customers very happy.

“Uhm, Sam, i-its not working. It isn’t going away. It’s coming at me.”

“Amy, did you bring a gun with you?”

“No! I thought you said the Zombii Spray would repel the zombies, but this one is coming at me.”

“Remember, Amy, I did advise you to bring a gun with you.”

“Shit, I gotta get inside!”

I hear her run and then a door slam. She’s breathing heavily. I listen to this for a moment and then ask, “Amy, are you there?”

“I-I am. You lied to me. The spray didn’t work.” She’s sounding scared and pissed. I’m honestly impressed by her tone. I could almost believe her.

“Amy, I need you to take a deep breath and go get your guns. I don’t know what happened with the Zombii Spray. It should have worked. It was probably a defective can.” That’s our standard response to someone who claims our equipment fails. I continue, “We’ll be happy to send you another one. But right now let’s get this problem resolved, ok?”

“O-okay.”

I hear her head up the stairs. I can also hear more of those thumps, just like with the last call.

“I’ve made it to my guns.”

“Are they loaded?”

“No.”

“Alright, get them loaded.”

I hear Amy fumble with her gun as she gets it loaded. She’s working frantically. I almost want to tell her to stop with the prank call, but she’s so into this that I can’t call her out on it. Not yet anyway.

“Uhm, okay, I managed to load my handgun. I’m going to load my shotgun and the AK47 next.”

She keeps laboring away with the guns. In the background I hear more thumps. Something is trying to break in, and whatever or whoever it is, they’re about to get a rude surprise.

After a few moments, I hear Amy come back on the phone. “I’ve got the weapons loaded.”

“Good work, Amy. Now, you know how to fire them right?”

“I do. I’m going to keep you on the phone until I drive the zombies off.”

I roll my eyes and then say, “Sure thing. I’ll hang on the line with you. Please keep in mind, you’re shooting live ammunition.”

“I know that! Isn’t that the point?”

“And remember to take the safety off!”

“Yeah, the safety’s off.”

I hear her put the phone down and a moment later the door opens. Then I head the sharp crack of a gun firing a few times. A moment later I hear the door close.

“Sam, are you there?” Amy says.

“Yeah, I’m here. How’d it go?”

“I shot the zombies. Got one in the head and it went down right away. But I hit a couple of the others in the body and it took more bullets to bring them down. And I saw a few more show up as well. They’re outside, but they’ll probably be here any minute. What do I do now?”

“Did you use all your ammo up?” I ask, while trying hard not to sound skeptical.

“I d-didn’t.”

“Ok, well reload your guns and then get some supplies into your back pack. You’ll probably want to vacate your premises. Hopefully they aren’t coming in the back way.”

“But what about my stuff?” Amy whines.

“Is your stuff more valuable than your life?”

“Well, no, but I don’t want to lose it either. What if I just hide in my panic room? Maybe they’ll go away.” I hear a thump in the background as she says this.

“You can do that, too, but if they get into your house and find your panic room, they could batter their way in.” I really don’t know what else to say, other than to humor this person. I just hope she didn’t really harm anyone when she fired the gun.

“I-I’ll take that chance. I don’t want to leave my stuff behind and I’ve got plenty of ammo. Can you stay on the line with me?”

“Unfortunately I can’t stay on the line. We have a lot of calls in the queue. But if you need additional help with your Zombii Co. merchandise give us a call back.”

“No, you can’t hang up on me! This-”

“Thank you. Have a good day!” I talk over her and then click the end conversation button. It’s odd to wish someone a good day when they’re supposedly experiencing a zombie attack, but I don’t know what else to say to her. I look over at Chaz who’s just finished a call as well.

“Are your callers telling you that zombies are attacking them?” I ask him.

“Yeah they are, because well, they actually are being attacked by zombies.”

“What? Are you kidding me? There’s no way that’s true.”

Jan gets off her latest calls and says, “Sam, it really is true. Check the news on your phone or computer if you don’t believe us.”

I check the newsfeed on my phone, and it’s blown up with articles about the zombies. There’s even pictures of drooling, slavering people stumbling around, chasing after living people. There’s speculation that the cause is some type of virus or something else, but there’s no concrete proof or explanation for why, all of a sudden, zombies started popping up like daisies, albeit cannibalistic daises.

“Shit, I’ve got to check on my sister and my mom,” I say. Now I know the latest reason she’s locked up in the house.

“No can do, Sam. We actually have a clause in our contract that says, ‘In the unlikely event a Zombie Apocalypse does occur, all staff is expected to work overtime hours and stay overnight at the Zombie Apocalypse Call Center.’ On the plus side it means we aren’t out there with the zombies. On the downside it means we really have our work cut out for us,” Chaz tells me.

“And what if they come here?” I’m panicking a bit now.

“Then we fight them off, blow what’s left of their brains out, and get back to helping our customers.” This is said by Ember who just happens to have walked by with a glass of water. “I’m on break, they’re still giving us that, but seriously, that’s what we’ll have to do.”

“I guess so,” I say weakly. I never thought this could happen, but now it really has. A genuine Zombie Apocalypse has happened and it’s on me to help my customers get through it. Then another thought occurs to me.

“What about the drones we said we would supply for Platinum ticket? As far as I know we don’t actually have any.”

“Turns out we do, buddy,” Chaz says. “It’s just they were kept inactive, but now they’ve been activated.”

“Shit, I never thought any of this was real!” I swing my chair around and open up Gerald’s ticket from earlier. He’s Platinum status now and he needs those guns yesterday. I open the ticket and see to my great relief that a drone’s already been dispatched to him. I also see that emergency services have been activated. I won’t get any more skeptical dispatchers.

I hop back on my phone ready for the next call.

“Hello, this is Sam, with Zombii Co. May I ask who I’m speaking with please?”

“Hi, Sam, this is Angela, account number 5008934011.”

“How can I help you today Angela?”

“Sam, I’m on the road right now, trying to get home from work, and I’m worried because of all the zombie sightings. I was wondering if you had updated news about where the zombies are showing up. I’ve only got my .45 with me, so I want to be prepared.”

“I understand. Let me see what I can find out for you.”

I put her on hold and look around. Everyone is on calls, except for Ben, who is quietly rocking back and forth at his desk. So I pop open my chat program and asked if anyone had an update about zombie sightings.

After a few moments, Jared, another customer support rep, writes back and points me to a link with a map and a scrolling feed of information.

I take Angela off hold. “Angela, you there?”

“I am. You have that information for me yet?”

“I do. What road are you on?” 

“I’m currently on highway 43. I’ll be turning right in half a mile, to my street, Vermont. Then I need to drive a few blocks to get to my house.”

“It looks like there have been a couple zombie sightings near your location.”

“Shit! What do I do?”

“If you see any zombies, don’t try to hit them with your car, because where you see one there’s usually more, so hitting one will just draw them like flies going to compost. I recommend trying to avoid them as best as possible.” 

“Ok, and then what? I need more helpful advice than avoid hitting them with my car!”

“Well, if you can help it, don’t stop your car. But drive safely too.”

“Duh. None of this is exactly helping me, Sam. Look, I need to know what to do if I actually get stopped by zombies.”

I’m feeling pretty nervous because now this is real. It isn’t a game any longer, there’s no more eye rolling or sarcastic comments about crazy, entitled customers. Now I’ve got to help these people survive the Zombie Apocalypse. I take a deep breath and ask my next question.

“Ok, Angela. You told me you only have a .45 on you, correct?” 

“Yeah.”

“How much ammo do you have?”

“I’ve got one extra clip, plus what’s in the gun already.”

“If you get stopped by zombies, you gotta shoot them in the head. Your natural inclination might be to shoot them in the torso, which is the largest target, but torso shots won’t necessarily kill them. When you shoot, expect a little kick back and try not to panic. You’ll waste ammo that way and draw more zombies to you.”

“Now THAT’s helpful advice. What do I do when I get home?” Angela sounds a little less stressed.

I check the map and live update feeds. 

“As far as I can tell you don’t have a lot of zombies in your area yet, but I recommend keeping your lights off and your door locked. Also, don’t plan to stay at your house too long if more zombies show up. Get whatever gear and supplies you need to help you survive together, and then find a place to hole up in with other people you trust. You’ll want to work together to fend off zombie attacks.”

“Actually my place is the designated Zombie Defense Base, but that’s advice I’ll pass on to my friends. Now I need to focus on my driving. Thanks for the advice.”

“Thanks for calling Zombii Co. Have a good day.” I don’t know why I say that last thing. How can anyone have a good day with a Zombie Apocalypse happening? But it’s such a conditioned thing to say that it awkwardly slips out of my mouth.

After a pause Angela says, ‘Yeah, you too.” Then she hangs up the phone. 

I get ready to change my status to ready, but then I see an email from workforce management. They tell me I’m on break and show me the schedule for the rest of the day. I’m on mandatory overtime with a dinner hour and another break. Then, when my shift finishes, I’m expected to stay the night and be ready to get up and get back to work. There will be no going home for us. On the other hand, assuming we survive the zombies, I’ll have some extra money in my check.
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